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Oscar Ray Bolin leaned back in the worn driver’s seat of his truck, the vinyl cracking under the weight of his body. The Florida night was still, the air thick and humid, clinging to his skin like a damp sheet. He hated the way the heat suffocated him, but he found solace in the quiet that came with it. It was late enough now that the streets had emptied, leaving only the occasional passing car, its headlights flickering by like ghostly apparitions.

This was his time—the dark, empty hours between night and dawn, when most people were tucked away in bed, oblivious to the world outside. But Oscar was different. He didn’t want to be anywhere else. This was where he belonged, out here in the stillness, where he could think, where his thoughts could roam as freely as his truck moved through the streets.

He was restless tonight, more so than usual. His hands gripped the steering wheel, the rough skin of his fingers running along its surface in slow, deliberate circles. It felt like anticipation, a steady hum of something that hadn’t yet surfaced, but it was there, gnawing at him. He didn’t know where he was going—not yet—but he knew something would find him. It always did.

Oscar had learned long ago that he didn’t have to seek things out. If he waited long enough, if he let the night guide him, opportunities would present themselves. That’s how it always worked. The world was full of people who weren’t paying attention—people who didn’t understand the danger that lurked in the shadows. They lived their lives like nothing could touch them, like the world would always stay safe and predictable. But Oscar knew better.

He turned down a side street, the truck moving slowly now, almost as if it were gliding. He liked to take his time, to feel the anticipation build. There was no rush. He had all the time in the world out here. He liked this part of town—on the edges, where the lights didn’t reach as far, where the homes were older, the paint peeling from the shutters, the lawns overgrown. It reminded him of places he’d lived when he was younger, places that never quite felt like home.

His thoughts drifted back, uninvited, to those early years—his father’s voice, a harsh bark in the silence of their house, always demanding something, always angry. His mother, quiet, always quiet, like a shadow moving through the rooms. She never stood up to his father, never stepped in to stop the beatings. He could still feel the weight of those moments, the sting of his father’s hand against his skin, the dull ache that followed. That was when he’d learned about control—who had it and who didn’t. And that was when he’d decided he wouldn’t be on the losing end of it anymore.

Oscar’s lips curled into a thin smile as he turned another corner. He hadn’t thought about his father in years. There was no reason to. The man was long dead, buried in some cheap cemetery back in Indiana, where no one cared enough to visit. But the lessons he’d left behind—those still lived inside Oscar, as clear as the day they’d been taught. Control was everything. That was the only thing that mattered in this world.

He slowed the truck again, glancing out the window at the rows of dimly lit houses, their windows dark and shuttered. He imagined the people inside, sleeping soundly, completely unaware of what moved outside their doors. He wondered what it felt like to be that oblivious, to trust in the safety of the night. It seemed foolish, but also amusing. People went about their lives in such small, predictable ways, thinking they were in control of everything around them, but they weren’t. He knew better than anyone that control was an illusion.

As he drove, his thoughts shifted. He could feel the familiar stirrings of what he wanted—what he needed. It started as a faint itch in the back of his mind, like a whisper he couldn’t quite make out. But it was growing louder now, the edges sharpening. It always started this way, a slow burn that grew hotter with each passing moment until it consumed everything else.

He remembered the feeling from the first time, years ago. The girl in the car, how easily she’d gotten in, how quickly he’d taken control. The rush of power had been like nothing he’d ever felt before, and he hadn’t forgotten it. It was intoxicating, the way fear transformed people. They stopped being real, stopped being human. They became something else, something smaller, weaker. He liked that.

Oscar glanced at the clock on the dashboard. It was late, but not too late. The bars would still be open for a little while longer, and people would be leaving soon, heading home. Women, alone, fumbling with their keys, unaware of how vulnerable they were. He smiled at the thought. He knew exactly where to go.

He turned the truck toward the part of town where the night never truly ended, where the neon signs flickered, and the smell of stale beer hung in the air. The bars were winding down now, the parking lots beginning to empty. He could feel the electricity building inside him, a current that moved through his veins, sharpening his focus. He drove slowly, his eyes scanning the lot, watching as people stumbled to their cars. Most were in groups—too many to worry about. He was patient. He would wait.

A woman emerged from the doorway of a bar, walking toward a lone car in the corner of the lot. She was tall, dark hair pulled back, and she walked with purpose, her keys jingling in her hand. Oscar’s pulse quickened. She was alone. He watched as she fumbled with the lock, her movements rushed, anxious. She was nervous—good. That was always better. He liked it when they knew something was wrong, when they could feel it in their bones but couldn’t quite place it.

But something held him back. The lot was too open, too exposed. He didn’t like that. He needed to wait for the right moment, for the right place. He knew how to pick his spots. He couldn’t afford to be sloppy. He’d learned that the hard way before. So he waited, watching as the woman got into her car and drove away, her taillights disappearing into the night.

It didn’t bother him. There would be more. There were always more.

Oscar drove for a while longer, letting the streets guide him, trusting his instincts. He knew something would come. It always did. And then, just as the thought crossed his mind, he saw her.

She was standing outside a Church’s Fried Chicken, locking up for the night. He recognized the uniform. He’d passed by the place a few times before. It was small, tucked away on a quiet corner, the kind of place that closed up late, when the rest of the world had already gone to sleep. The girl—Natalie, her nametag read—was alone. She looked tired, like she’d had a long shift. She glanced around the parking lot, her eyes scanning the darkness, but there was no one else around. Just her. And him.

Oscar’s heart pounded in his chest. He could feel it now, that familiar rush, the surge of power that came with knowing he was in control. He watched as she walked toward her car, her footsteps quickening. She had no idea what was about to happen, no idea that her world was about to collide with his. She was just another girl, living her life, going through the motions. And he was about to take all of that away.

He pulled the truck to the side of the road, the engine idling softly. He didn’t move yet. Not yet. He liked to savor this part—the waiting. It was like standing on the edge of something huge, something that would change everything. He could feel it building inside him, that need, that hunger. It was almost time.

Oscar sat in the truck, watching as Natalie unlocked her car door. She was close now, so close. His hand tightened on the steering wheel, his breath coming in short, quick bursts. This was it. This was the moment he’d been waiting for.

And then, without hesitation, he stepped out of the truck.

Oscar Ray Bolin Jr., born on January 22, 1962, in Portland, Indiana, was the product of a fragmented, transient upbringing. Bolin’s family was not one of privilege or stability. Instead, it was characterized by hardship, abuse, and an environment that would play a key role in shaping his troubled and violent future.
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Oscar’s family was anything but typical. His parents worked as laborers and carnival workers, traveling frequently and often finding themselves without a permanent home. The itinerant lifestyle of carnival work—often moving from state to state—meant that stability was a luxury young Oscar never experienced. The Bolins had connections spread across various states, including Florida, Indiana, Kentucky, and Ohio, but home was wherever the family happened to be working at the time. This lack of consistency would be a defining feature of Oscar's formative years, leaving him emotionally unanchored and socially adrift.

The family was far from supportive. Bolin’s father was known for his violent temper, which he often unleashed on his children. Physical abuse was commonplace in the Bolin household, with Oscar regularly being subjected to beatings. His mother, while perhaps less overtly violent, did little to shield her son from the rage of his father. In fact, one incident that stood out in Bolin's early years was when his mother, rather than protecting him, once walked him to the school bus stop on a leash. This moment would come to symbolize the dehumanizing treatment he endured as a child. It is difficult to imagine the psychological impact this treatment had on Oscar, but it is clear that his childhood was not one filled with affection or support. His formative years were instead marked by cruelty, control, and neglect.
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